SYMPATHY  WITH  INVALIDS                 2(3
•    HABROW COTTAGE, EAMPSTEAD, April 12tf. 1SS4.
MY DEAR FRANK,—Dear old Polyblank has lost'hi/wiie and she is to be buried to-day. I am going down to Wliiteeliapel because many who love the man are coming to church to meet him in his sorrow. I shall return here and spend to-morro\v morning in quiet repose with my wife.
The spring day with its birds and flowers will preach the Easter message that there is no such thing as lost—no lost good. Do you know dough's poem "There is no Easter Day " ? We sometimes forget what a blank there would be If we had not learnt that good sown in dishonour must in the end be raised.
Lovingly yours for ever, SAMUEL A. BARRETT.
Written to Sir WiUiam Markby, whose long and active life was nearing the end:
ST. JUDE'S COTTAGE, HAMPSTEAD, September 7$, 191-2.
MY  DEAR, MY VERY DEAR FRIEND,—It is good to know that
you feel the comfort of coming into God's presence with words. Thank yon for writing to me from your heart. We who have learnt life's lesson of love come closer together as we say our prayers to God the source of Love. We touch in our deepest parts, we become more sure that nothing can separate us because we are united by our common kinship to the love which never fails. We know that we cannot be lost, that sin and death have no dominion over us, that through Jesus Christ we belong to God.
Dear friend, pray on; every prayer gives strength to faith, and faith reveals what no voice can tell. Pray, thinking of the love you have known, thinking of the love which takes form in Jesus Christ, till you feel His peace, and rest in the knowledge of the love of God.
Would indeed that I could come that we might talk together, but for the present it is impossible. If I am to preserve longer my life and cherish my little strength into greater strength, I must go very quietly. A journey to Oxford—separation from my doctor and nurse—the emotions of intimate talk—are all out of my reach.
I am indeed thankful that we are in communion and that in prayer we may be together in God's presence. May you indeed be blessed with that knowledge which is eternal life!
I am, always affectionately yours, SAML. A. BAKSETT.
Not only to those in sorrow was my husband's tender strength helpful. His aid was often claimed by those^ in difficulties, and the reason may be found in the following words :